Siam
as far as eye can see, with the endless bas-relief
of battles. And now that I see it in its
entirety, diminishing before me in unbroken
perspective, it seems even more infinitely long
than before. A green half light has replaced
all at once the clear daylight that was broaden-
ing outside. There is a smell of dampness, such
as one meets in subterranean places, but it is
dominated here by the fiisty musk-scented odour
of the excrement of the bats, which is deposited
in a layer upon the ground as if a rain of
brown grains fell constantly from the vault
To illumine the unfolding of the bas-relief,
which covers all the interior wall of the gallery,
windows at intervals open on to the surround-
ing park, and admit an attenuated light, made
green by the foliage and palms. Very sumptuous
windows, too, framed with carvings so delicate
that one might think lace had been overlaid on
the stone. They have annulated bars, which
look like little columns of wood, elaborately
turned by lathe, but are, in fact, of sandstone,
like the rest of the walls.
This bas-relief, which stretches its medley of
personages for more than a thousand yards, on
the four sides of the temple, is inspired by one
of the most ancient  epics  conceived by the
84